Fate’s Perfect Justice

Ofer Mazar

E

Strategic Book Group
New York, New York

Copyright © 2011
All rights reserved – Ofer Mazar
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in
any form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping, or by any
information storage retrieval system, without the permision,
in writing, from the publisher.
Strategic Book Group
845 Third Avenue, 6th Floor - 6016
New York, NY 10022
www.StrategicBookGroup.com
ISBN: 978-1-62857-368-8
Printed in the United States of America
Book Design/Layout by: Andrew Herzog

Dedication
To My Precious Children Guy, Noa and Tom,
My Pride and Joy - My Flowers

3

“We are never as defenseless against suffering as when we are in love, never so helplessly
unhappy as when we have lost our loved object
or its love...”
Sigmund Freud
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A Word from the Author
This book is all about raw emotions.
Humans are emotional creatures. They react and manufacture their own emotional interpretation of what they experience
in life. Writing this book, I relied on my own.
When you write a story describing the delicate emotional
fabric of a human being, any human being, you always run the
risk of either overdoing it or failing to describe enough of it. I
took that risk, writing descriptions without being too academic
or empirical about it. I did my best to try and find authenticity,
bearing always in mind that emotions, like many other things in
life, are in the eye of the beholder, and that every human being
has his own unique emotional configuration.
I want to convey my deepest gratitude to my good friend and
editor, Ofer Barsadeh, who pushed me ruthlessly to bring the
original manuscript to the next level – to standards I could never
reach on my own.
Ofer Mazar
Jerusalem, Israel
2010
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Prologue
Dumb Rich Kid
Whenever I become melancholic, thinking about all those
wasted years, agonizing about all the happiness I was deprived
of throughout my life, I think of Arthur Schnitzler, the controversial Jewish playwright who wrote many years ago that the natural state of our soul is chaos. Humans, he held, try to bring order
into their troubled souls; but this order is – after all – artificial.
How true.
The story I am about to unfold, my dear reader, is a chronological journey into my chaotic soul. I would guide you through
it step-by-step, event-by-event and turn-by-turn. I hope you will
find the inner strength not to abandon me in the course of it
because it is not going to be easy.
So if you are ready, make sure you fasten your seatbelt and
keep it fastened at all times. The rollercoaster ride is about to
commence.
fe
My name is Lisa Anne Epstein. I was born in Los Angeles on
March 14th, 1966 to a rich, warm and loving Jewish family who
raised me in a wonderful and spacious house in Beverly Hills.
My father, Jacob Epstein, a lawyer by profession, had a successful and prestigious law firm in uptown LA. My mother, Myra,
a brilliant medical doctor, worked at Mount Sinai Hospital.
I had one brother, David, who was eight years older and, as
we grew up, left the house for college, married his Canadian
university girlfriend and settled down in Quebec. We were never
very close.
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I had it all. Wonderful parents, a good education, plenty of
attention and all the material things any girl ever needed.
Early on as a child, I was diagnosed by a group of researchers from the University of California as having an abnormal
intellectual capacity. They concluded that at the age of five I had
the intellectual capacity of children twice my age. When I was
ten they tested me again and found I had the intellectual capacity
of humans three times my age. I was considered a genius.
My parents loved the idea that I had an unusual intellectual
capacity and did their best to cultivate it and enhance my knowledge about the ways of the world. I remember taking private lessons from a very early age. I studied physics, mathematics, biology, chemistry, geology and philosophy – all of these besides
whatever I learned in school.
As odd as it may sound, I really loved it. In fact, I couldn’t get
enough of it. The more I learned about the universe, the more I
wanted to know. I do not seem to remember playing with friends
the way other children did. What I do remember very vividly,
though, is reading books by the dozens in an effort to quench my
ever-growing thirst for knowledge.
Apart from my Labrador retriever, Charlie, I had one true
human friend, Amanda Willis, the sweetest girl I ever knew and
the owner of the biggest and kindest heart. We had known each
other since kindergarten and spent time together during school
breaks and on Sundays. We loved each other very much, even
though she didn’t share my fields of interest.
Amanda was more than just another pretty blue-eyed brunette with freckles scattered over her face; she was also smart
and had a great sense of humor. She made me laugh and I tried
my best to be worthy of her friendship.
Being Jewish, my father saw it as his mission to teach me
about our people. We used to sit together and learn about Jewish
religious writings, tradition, philosophical thought, law and history, every Saturday morning after he came back from Morning
Prayer at Beth Jacob Temple.
“Always remember two golden rules,” my father said to me
emphatically one such morning. “The first is that customs are
10
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stronger than laws, so it is written in the Talmud; and the second
is that in the struggle with evil, only faith matters, so said the
Baal Shem-Tov.”
My father’s lessons were fascinating yet rather confusing. I
found it incompatible with all the other facts and figures from
the more exact sciences. When I asked my father about the confusing contradictions he quoted Albert Einstein, saying “Science
without religion is lame. Religion without science is blame,” and
then recommended trusting in the Almighty.
“Pumpkin,” he used to say to me, “wherever and whenever
science fails – God prevails.” This was the formula he offered
me to solve any unsolvable situation in life. It seemed to me a bit
odd back then, but as a little girl I could live comfortably with
that formula, especially because I loved my father’s Talmud lessons and trusted his wisdom.
Charlie died when I was ten years old and I wanted to die
too. This was not merely a matter of speech – it was for real. I
heard an inner voice telling me life was no longer worth living
without the pet I had grown up with, and I concluded that the
voice made sense. My father brought me a beautiful Belgian
Shepherd puppy before I could do anything about it, though. I
called him Smoky, and he made me feel better and gave me a
reason to live again.
My parents did not know or suspect. They thought it was only
natural for a child to be sad when losing a pet, and I refrained
from telling them anything about the voice or its intent. It did
strike me as frightening back then and it did occur to me that
something was very wrong with me; but only later in life, when I
would again encounter this dangerous inclination to think in the
extreme, would the dots connect to form a troubling psychological picture.
In the fifth grade, I won my first district elementary school
physics competition, beating children two and three grades above
me. Following that, I won that competition for three consecutive years. In the sixth grade, I won my first district elementary
school mathematics competition and then went on to win that
competition as well every time I participated in it.
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My school’s headmaster, Mr. Brent, had a special glass cabinet put in the corridor leading to his office. In it, he displayed all
the trophies I had won in all kinds of knowledge competitions
for Beverly Vista Elementary School. My teachers treated me
like a refined jewel. My fellow students admired and respected
me.
Nature was also very kind. Since a very early age, I was told
I was very pretty. Looking in the mirror I could not at first understand why. To myself I seemed a pale, skinny, blond Barbie. I
had a pair of huge blue eyes placed on a rather common face. I
was nothing special and I envied other girls for being ordinary
in height and looks.
Not only did I not think I was that pretty, but all the other
girls around me were also told they were very pretty. I concluded
that this was just a polite compliment grownups gave little girls,
and disregarded these as they came along.
The problem began during the 6th and the 7th grades when
my body started growing taller and my breasts started growing fuller. I was taller than most of the boys my age and taller
than some of the older ones. Boys around me, even grown man,
started staring at me with looks that even a young and naïve girl
such as I was at the time could understand all too well. I hated
being looked at in this way. It made me feel cheap.
During the 8th grade and especially during my 9th, I realized I
was not merely pretty. In fact, I turned out to be an exceptionally
beautiful teenager. Even girls started looking at me in ways that
disturbed me.
I was not indifferent to my external looks and I well appreciated the fact that I was blessed with exceptional beauty; nevertheless, I did not appreciate being looked at as a sex object. I did
my best to conceal my hair and the shape of my body by wearing
baseball caps, wide blue jeans and polo shirts, trying to look like
a Tom Boy. It did not help much and I kept on resenting the kind
of attention my looks brought with it.
The other girls could not understand my behavior. The beautiful ones always got the most attention from boys and I was
considered the most beautiful by far; yet I kept trying to escape
12
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the limelight. It was another indication, first and foremost for
me, that I was unintentionally different and not necessarily for
the better.
Needless to say, I flatly rejected romantic offers from boys
all around and of all ages. I was simply not interested let alone
mature enough to handle these. The trouble was that they kept on
coming; and as time passed, this became a real nuisance. Amanda
recommended choosing some nice and intelligent boy to be my
steady boyfriend in order to get the other boys off my back, but I
declined: it would be an unnecessary distraction from my studies.
Amanda knew too well by now – I was no ordinary girl.
During the 8th grade I was chosen to be the editor of my
school’s newsletter and during the 9th grade I got to write my
own column.
Up until that point in time, life was looking normal – or so
I thought. Soon enough, the combination of being intelligent,
beautiful and socially different took its heavy toll.
A girl of fourteen or fifteen years old, I began to encounter
some very complicated questions in physics and philosophy that
science had no agreed answers to: did the universe ever begin
or is it eternal? if it did begin, was it created by a big bang? if
so, was this the first occurrence of such a phenomenon or were
there other big bangs before the one which created our current
one over fourteen billion years ago? could this be a cycle? are
there other universes? what is our universe made of? do other
earthlike planets exist in the universe? if there are, does life as
we know it exist on any of them? what is empty space made of?
how real is reality? what defines my reality? will it end when I
do? what comes next?
I took these questions as an intellectual challenge and started
spending days and nights researching answers, unfortunately to
no avail. I became restless and concerned.
It is written in Ecclesiastes that “he who increases knowledge increases sorrow.” I became the living example of that. It
frightened me to realize, for the first time in my life, the magnitude of human ignorance. Worse than that, the theories humanity’s best scientists had to offer seemed to me inadequate, to say
13
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the least. I could not understand how everyone around me could
stay indifferent to the fact that we knew so little about our universe. Although my dad slept very well at night convinced it was
all God’s work, I spent sleepless nights in a state of anxiety. As
time passed I became truly terrified.
When my parents realized what was causing my sleepless
nights, my gloomy mood and my peculiar, sometimes unpleasant behavior, they begged me to stop my search for definite
answers.
My father, a very educated man who had studied law and
physics at Harvard University, again advised me to put my trust
in God; but by that age this was no longer an option. It had, by
then, become impossible for me to accept those kinds of explanations. In my mind, it was not logical so it could not be valid.
My mother, the warmest and wisest person I ever knew, spent
hours with me, trying to help me build up a new infrastructure
of confidence in the human ability to understand the ways of the
world, even if some questions remain unanswered. Her success
was proven to be very limited.
I promised my parents to stop my inquiries and I really tried
disengaging, but the questions kept running amuck in my head.
It was unbearable. I could no longer find rest and I became constantly nervous and agitated.
A few months down the line, still very frightened and no less
agitated, I met Ralph Dillon, a handsome freshman college student from Northridge who swept me off my feet with his maturity and intelligence. I was only fifteen years old and he was
nineteen when we first started dating.
My new relationship with a man four years older coincided
with a period in which both my parents were very busy with
their careers. My father was dealing with a high profile, nationwide, embezzlement case and my mother had become the head
of Mount Sinai Hospital’s Medical School department of Preventive Medicine.
I hung out with Ralph, usually with two other college couples in what, at first, seemed like enjoyable and intellectually
stimulating evenings out on the town, but later turned out to be
14
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wild parties in which I had my first drug experiences. It sent a
snowball down from the mountain top of my life.
It started with pot. I simply wanted to explore it and found
myself loving it. It took me to another world and it felt good to
be outside my impossible cycle of questions and fear of the universe for a short while.
A few parties down the timeline I sniffed cocaine. It was
awesome. It felt better than pot and lasted longer. I knew I was
exploring illegal chemicals but I did not care. Everyone else
around me did the same, so it seemed okay.
This was not the only thing I was experiencing for the first
time. One night, after a very wild party in which I had gotten
absolutely bombed, Ralph took me to his apartment. We listen
to some music and we sniffed some cocaine together. I was in
another world when he started undressing me. I did nothing to
stop him. The next morning, waking up, hurting in the most intimate of places and realizing what had happened, I cried my heart
out. I was not yet sixteen.
That same night, I met Ralph in order to put an end to a
destructive relationship, but ended up getting my first heroin
dose instead. It was the greatest experience of my life. I was out,
stoned cold, in a totally different reality for more than two whole
hours. When I woke up from it I still felt in a different world and
all the stress and anxiety had vanished from my mind.
Once again I woke up and realized that while I had drifted
away to another galaxy, Ralph had had me again. I felt helpless.
I could not disengage from a man who finally offered me some
peace of mind. I convinced myself that sex with Ralph was a
small price to pay for the pleasures and tranquility that his drugs
offered me.
This went on for several months. We went together to some
wild parties. Then, in his room, he would give me my daily dose
of heroin and use my body for his earthly fulfillment.
I wish to God that that was the worst. It was not. With time
he began inviting over friends who would have their turn while
I was drifting away somewhere between earth and other planets
scattered along the Milky Way.
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One night, before giving me my daily dose, Ralph stated
unequivocally that it was the last time he was ever going to supply me with drugs. Keeping me, he claimed, was costing him a
fortune. I begged him to keep on “taking care of me,” as he himself used to describe it, but he declined. “Now, be a good girl and
open your legs,” he said right after he injected me and seconds
before I took off once again.
I woke up in Mount Sinai Hospital after two days of being
unconscious. My parents cried as I never knew they could. I
could not bear the fact that I was the cause of their profound sorrow. They had never done me wrong.
It turned out I had overdosed. They had found me unconscious in the Beverly Hills High School parking lot. A student
passing by saw me lying there and called an ambulance; otherwise I would have died. I suspect Ralph had left me there that
night after deliberately giving me an overdose, probably hoping
to get rid of a junkie who had become a burden.
We never issued a formal complaint to the police. I begged
my raging father to let it go. I could not relive my shame again
through the legal procedures of pressing charges. He reluctantly
accepted my request, but later on, as I found out, he used his
connections with the LAPD and the state’s public prosecutor to
have Ralph’s apartment raided. The police found large quantities
of drugs and amphetamines in the apartment. Ralph did eight
months in prison. This was no comfort to me. I never blamed
him for my collapse. I blamed only myself.
Hai Gaon, a Jewish medieval theologian, claimed at the turn
of the second millennia that life was a terrible disease curable
only by death.
I wished I was dead – again that inner voice stating its convincing arguments.
It was the worst period of my life. I was admitted to a drug
rehabilitation center in LA. Being so young and confused, my
parole officer put me through all sorts of assistance programs in
order to rehabilitate me physically and emotionally.
My father had a young and bright psychiatrist by the name of
Dr. Jane Peterson visit my room in the clinic almost every day,
16
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spending time talking to me for hours about everything imaginable, trying to strengthen my spirit. Jane, a pleasant and warmhearted person, at the time a thirty something woman, would
eventually become a dear friend of the family and my personal
backrest for years to come.
The physical phase was torture. The pain and cravings for
the drug were impossible to tolerate. At first they treated me
with Methadone, but as time passed they gradually lowered the
dosage and finally stopped giving me anything at all. My body
would not have it. I suffered unimaginable pain but fought the
urge, and after a few weeks I was clean.
Emotionally I never recovered. To my dismay, the unanswered questions about the universe and reality itself returned to
haunt me and made my emotional underpinning even shakier. I
was never more frightened, never more confused and never more
disappointed with myself, with life. I continued to contemplate
putting an end to my grief, but I was too scared to pull it off.
The humiliation was unbearable and my self-esteem was
practically non-existent. ‘Genius Lisa Anne’ had been downgraded to ‘Lisa the Junkie,’ ‘Lisa the Slut,’ ‘Lisa the Disappointment’. I had come from the best of circumstances and the best
of families. How did I end up like kids that came from the worst
of homes, the worst of circumstances? How did I allow myself
to sink so low?
I refused to see visitors, avoided anybody outside my immediate family and reduced conversation to the minimum required
with as few people as possible. I lived inside myself, feeling
disgraced, guilty, unworthy and unfit.
My parents were there for me always, loving, supporting and
taking the blame for what had happened. But it was not enough.
I needed to find a distraction from my thoughts. I entered a state
of deep depression.
After two months in the rehabilitation center I went back
home. I did not leave my room for two whole weeks, not even
to sit by the pool when spring came along and beautiful sunny
days were there for me to enjoy. Jane visited me every other day
and did her best to help me pull myself out of my own, personal,
17
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mentally painful black vortex; but she could not help me fight
my thoughts. Nobody could.
My parole officer had me join a drug-addict teenage support group. My father and Jane thought it would do me good,
seeing other kids who had experienced drug-addiction and were
now trying to get back on track. I found myself going to these
meetings three evenings a week. I must admit that it did help to
talk about my decline and see other teenagers my age in similar
circumstances, but to a very limited extent.
Meanwhile, I was expelled from Beverly Hills High School,
an institution I truly loved. My father succeeded in convincing
the BHHS’s board of trustees to limit the expulsion to only one
school year. I guess nobody wanted to mess around with one of
the most powerful lawyers in the country.
I begged my father to let me attend another school. I could
not stand the thought of the looks and behind-the-back gossip,
but Jane claimed that the only way to deal with a crisis of this
magnitude was to face it head on. Otherwise, she held, I would
always carry a sense of failure with me.
I accepted that to be true. I trusted her and loved her for
being there for me in my toughest moments. I was willing to try
anything she thought might help me feel better about myself and
about life.
All my friends abandoned me ruthlessly. No one but Amanda
and her boyfriend John, a gifted musician, the bass player and
leader of a youth rock band called Expel, showed any interest in
me anymore. I was a leper.
Amanda and John came to visit me regularly and dragged me
out of my room. We would sit by the pool and talk about everything that came to mind. I found myself enjoying their company
and appreciated the fact that they did not give up on me. All the
same, I was never lonelier.
This was the moment in time when Roy Cohen entered my
life and made it worth living again.

18

Part One
The Revelation of Roy

“All religions, arts and sciences are branches of
the same tree.”
Albert Einstein

19

Chapter 1
First Encounter
During the summer of 1982, my father made me take some
summer courses at BHHS’s summer school. I had to make up for
all I had missed during the months I had spent in the rehab center
and at home. My father found a legal technicality that forced
BHHS to postpone my expulsion and allowed me to attend summer school.
Nothing I said helped me change his mind. Jane supported
his decision. She stuck to a mantra that would be thrown in my
face many times in the future: “confront your past, do not escape
it!” Reluctantly I agreed. I wanted to get well, and they seemed
to know better.
I went back to my old high school a different person altogether – a broken spirit, fragile and weak. All I wanted was to
complete my assignments for the day and run back home as soon
as I could. Other students were nice to me, but I saw the looks
and detected the prejudice.
It offended me and bruised my heart. There were days I
wanted to disappear from the face of the earth, but with the support of my family I somehow managed to pull through.
One Friday afternoon, while waiting in the cafeteria for my
mother to pick me up, a fight broke out. I left my table and got
closer to the commotion. I looked around in search of an adult.
Someone needed to stop the fight.
I pushed my way into the fighting circle.
Nathan Stiller, a bully I knew from elementary school, was
kicking someone. The other boy was lying helplessly on the
ground.
20
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“Humiliation is worse than physical pain,” my father cites
Talmud to me often. Nathan’s victim was suffering both. I
wanted to intervene; but then, out of nowhere, came another boy
who asked Nathan to stop abusing his friend. Nathan was so
furious that he launched his fist into the other boy’s face.
The poor kid fell to the ground like a heavy bag of potatoes.
The blow was so powerful that it knocked him unconscious.
Being the daughter of my mother the doctor, who had forced
me into two different first aid courses and always stressed the
importance of coming to the aid of people in trouble, my instincts
took charge. I found myself running to the boy’s help, scolding
Nathan, ordering him to get as far away from there as possible.
Stunned, he did as I ordered.
I leaned over and took the boy’s head in my arms, placing it
on my thigh. I asked for some water and paper tissues and somebody went to the kitchen. I poured some water on about a dozen
tissues and placed them over the boy’s forehead. He woke up,
mumbling something I did not understand.
Suddenly, he opened a pair of big, dark green eyes that
instantly illuminated his strong, bruised face and completely
hypnotized me. His look was penetrating and his eyes captivated
me. Then he closed them again and liberated my gaze. He was
dizzy and did not fully comprehend what was going on. When
he reopened his eyes, he looked at me with what I thought was
profound serenity.
At that moment an older boy I knew from school bent over
looking at the injured boy with great concern. He claimed he was
his cousin. He helped him up to his feet and they fled the place.
I was left with the image of those incredible eyes, burned
into my mind for days to come.
fe
During my year of expulsion from BHHS I attended Fairfax
High. Although I was now attending a different school, there was
no escape from my past. In a matter of days everyone around me
knew who I was and the circumstances that had brought me to
their institution.
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I had to cope with the situation, so I did what I did best –
excel in academics. Soon enough, my teachers grew to respect
my intellectual competence and my scores in tests and in the
papers I had to submit were outstanding.
Yet, no student dared approach me, not even the boys. I was
considered dangerous. Gradually, I got used to the idea of being
alone and after a while I learned to live with it.
As the weeks passed, all that was left from my rehabilitation process was the group therapy and the monthly meetings
with my social worker and my parole officer. I completed all my
assignments, participated in all the mandatory courses and was
tested clean in the monthly tests at the clinic.
Jane’s work was done. She made me promise to call whenever I felt down. She said I was ready to return to normal life.
I thought otherwise. Outside, I was a regular high school girl
again; inside, I was still a total wreck.
On the evening of my sixteenth’s birthday, Amanda insisted
on taking me to an old Italian movie in the San Fernando Valley.
On the way, she remembered she had not informed her mother
about something important so we rushed to her cousin Tara’s
house to make a phone call.
We entered the big villa through the back yard door. It was
very dark and we could hardly find our way in. Suddenly, the lights
turned on and about a hundred teenagers screamed “surprise.”
I did not get it at first. I looked at Amanda confused, trying
to figure out what was going on. She just had a big smile on her
kind face. She embraced me warmly and congratulated me for
my sweet sixteenth birthday. Still, I couldn’t understand what was
going on. How could this be a surprise party… for me? There were
dozens of people, many of them strangers. It took me some time to
understand that I was attending my own surprise birthday party. It
seemed insincere and far-fetched – I was ‘Lisa the Junkie.’ Who in
his right mind would want to associate himself with me, let alone
attend my birthday party? Nevertheless, I played along.
Many of my so-called ‘old friends’ came to greet me. I
looked into their eyes, trying to figure out what they were really
thinking as they shook my hand. Some of them seemed sincere
22
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but others less so – much less so. I stood there smiling at all of
them, polite and thanking them for coming, doing exactly what
was expected of me under the circumstances, but carrying an
uneasy feeling inside.
Expel, John’s band, was performing on the small stage at
the back of the huge garden. People were dancing and having a
good time. I wanted to escape, even if only for a few minutes. I
needed to be by myself in order to allow myself to digest what
was going on, but people kept coming to greet me and I could
not find an opportunity to disengage.
A rather familiar, tall and handsome boy brought me a chair
and I thanked him for being so considerate. He was wearing
the BHHS blue jacket, owned exclusively by the school’s sports
team members. He smiled at me timidly, took a few steps backwards as someone else approached me and disappeared into the
crowd. I was wondering to myself why he seemed so familiar
but could not place his face in my life’s timeline.
At a certain point in the evening, when no one noticed, I
escaped the party. I slipped quietly into the street through the
rear gate and started walking along the pavement. I needed time
alone, away from all the commotion.
The boy who had brought me the chair caught up with me.
He said he had been looking all over for me in order to thank me
but could not find me. I was surprised and curious so we started
walking together. It turned out that he was the boy unlucky
enough to receive Nathan’s fist to his face, back in summer
school. I remembered his exceptional dark green eyes and tried
to find them, peeking at his face from time to time, looking as
hard as I could; but it was too dark.
I asked him who he was and he pronounced a name that
would occupy my life, my thoughts, my dreams and my hopes
from that moment in time ever onwards. It was Roy Cohen.
I liked his name. It was obviously Jewish and it had a nice
ring to it. He asked if he could see me again and I declined, saying I was trying to avoid relationships during that stage of my
life. He insisted: “I know all I need to know about you and if
you’ll give me a chance I can be a good friend.”
23
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The nerve of this boy, I thought to myself, how dare he say
that?
“What do you know?” I asked him harshly.
“Enough to decide I want to get to know you better,” he
replied without losing his composure for one second. I tried to
scare him off, claiming that he was better off without associating himself with a girl like me. Amazingly, he kept on persisting,
saying that ever since he last saw me my face had been engraved
in his mind. How sweet. “No matter what I do,” he confessed, “it
just won’t go away.”
Even though I liked this boy from the first second we met, I
did not have the luxury, in my current condition, of doing anything about it. The last thing I needed was this kind of distraction. I asked him rudely to leave me alone and I returned to the
party.
When Amanda drove me home that night, I found an exceptional gift waiting for me in my parents’ garage – a brand new
black and beautiful Porsche 911SC. I was overwhelmed and I
cried as I embraced my mother claiming I did not deserve any
present, let alone one so expensive; but she said that the past few
months had proven that there was no one who deserved it more
than I did.
That night, lying in my bed, I did not think about the surprise
party or about my new and wonderful car. I thought about the
boy I had met that evening and it scared me. I could not remember when I had thought about a boy the way I thought about Roy
Cohen. As cute as he was, this was not the time for a serious
relationship; so I tried, unsuccessfully, to banish his image from
my mind.
But I was in trouble. I continued to think of Roy the next day,
and the next, and the next. I became so scared of those unfamiliar emotions that I had to call Jane. She laughed and said that if
she had any doubts about my emotional healing, they were now
long gone. “Lisa,” she said to me, “that boy simply reminded
you that you are a normal teenage girl. Don’t fight these feelings – embrace them.” But this had not been part of my recovery
plan.
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I began checking up on him. I discovered he was an Israeli
immigrant, a year younger than me, and a valued player in
BHHS’s varsity soccer team. One Saturday morning I even
found myself sitting on the grandstands of the Beverly Hills
High football stadium watching him play.
He was brilliant and by far the best soccer player on the field,
sending precise balls to his teammates. The team won four-zero
primarily because of him.
When the game was over, dozens of supporters rushed to
the field and carried the players on their backs. One of them, an
exceptionally big guy, carried Roy on his, practically against his
will. Roy took off his shirt and smiled with satisfaction. Suddenly he looked up to the grandstand searching for someone and
saw me, or at least so I thought.
I did not know what to do so I just smiled. I was not sure if
he had seen me; after all, he was not that close. Seconds later I
fled in a state of panic. What was I doing?
Oh, yes, now it was obvious. I was doomed. Seeing him halfnaked, sweating, his muscles shining in the bright spring sun,
just added another wonderful image of him to my mind’s image
bank. Along with those dark green eyes, I would be haunted for
days to come. And yet, I knew I could not handle a relationship.
It was folly to think otherwise.
Roy, on the other hand, was unbelievably courageous, unpredictably original and unceremoniously fresh. One Wednesday
afternoon I went shopping with my mother. When we got back
home, my father informed me I had a guest waiting by the pool.
I was surprised. Ever since my collapse, my father had become
suspicious of everyone and everything around me. He was
always overprotective, and the last months had turned him into a
Doberman. My surprise turned to sheer excitement when he told
me my guest’s name.
The excitement turned into astonishment when my father
asked me, practically begged me, to ask the guest to stay for
dinner.
“Dad, I’ve asked this guy to leave me alone,” I tried to
explain, still very much astounded.
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“Moses Ibn Ezra said once ‘whoever persists in knocking
will succeed in entering,’” he replied laughing.
“I don’t know what to do now. Why did you let him in?”
“This boy is special,” he said to me. “We had a long talk. He
knows a thing or two about what it means to be a Jew and I like
him. Ask him to stay for dinner.”
The situation was exciting, all right, but I was lost for action.
It was one thing thinking about a guy and having these wonderful warm waves of uncontrollable pleasure grow inside me when
I did; but having a real relationship was above my capacity at
that stage, no matter what my father said.
Smoky ran to Roy as I made my way out to the pool. Roy sat
on an easy chair fondling my dog, telling him he was beautiful.
Smoky hated strangers. With Roy, he melted into a quivering
puddle – wagging his tail, sniffing the outstretched hand, licking
anything he could get his tongue close to.
What is it about this guy that makes everybody like him?
Roy got to his feet when he saw me approaching. It was
obvious he was nervous, and even though inside my stomach I
probably felt more excited than he did, I decided to play it cool.
“So, you found me.” I said calmly and sat down beside
him.
“Did you have any doubt?” he had the nerve to reply, and I
thought to myself that he was the coolest thing I had ever met.
“I hoped you would honor my request.”
“It’s uncontrollable. I’m sorry,” he said. Good answer. I
decided to push my luck even further.
“Don’t be, you’re here. We might as well spend some times
together; after all you went to all this trouble. Besides, my dad
asked me to be nice to you.” This took him off balance; it may
even have offended him.
“I’m not a charity case!” he stated, getting to his feet, ready
to leave. This was a reaction I had not anticipated. I quickly
claimed I did not mean it the way it sounded and asked him to
stay for dinner. He declined, saying he had to leave. Then he
asked me to go out with him to the Journey concert next Sunday
evening. My heart said yes, yes, yes, but my mind said abso26
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lutely not! I declined politely and explained I was avoiding any
new relationships right now. He left disappointed and probably
very offended.
An hour later I found myself crying in my room for no reason at all. Oh, yes, I am definitely in trouble.
Amanda came over that evening. I told her for the first time
about Roy Cohen. She was thrilled. What I saw as a great danger
to my emotional wellbeing and mental recovery, Amanda saw as
a blessing. I explained that I had never had these kinds of feelings before and that it scared me. I confessed I had been excited
when I first met Ralph but clarified that Roy brought a different
kind of excitement. These emotions were deeper, stronger, and
the worst part of it all – they were uncontrollable.
She persuaded me not to push him away, at least not until I
was sure I did not want him in my life. “He can be a friend for a
while. Get to know him better and then decide,” she suggested.
It sounded reasonable and it made me feel better. I decided
to give it a chance.
fe
Amanda managed to persuade me to go out with her that
evening. Expel had a weekly Wednesday evening performance
in one of the most popular teenage hangouts in Beverly Hills –
Ben’s Little Café Corner.
We joined the band’s table. I knew all of them very well.
They were all BHHS dropouts. At least two of the five members
had been expelled from school for cutting class to play music
together. This was the main reason their band was named Expel.
Obviously, they regularly failed their exams. The other three
band members had dropped out of their own free choice.
Looking around, my heart missed a beat when I noticed Roy
Cohen, him and no other, sitting at the bar, talking to a pretty
girl. What were the odds for that? Remarkably, I felt jealous.
I whispered into Amanda’s ear and pointed him out. She
looked at Roy for a few seconds and then smiled with satisfaction. “Get off your perfect behind and go to him right now!” she
ordered, whispering in my ear. I shook my head. I just couldn’t
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bring myself to do it. “If you don’t, I’ll make a scene,” she promised. I knew her well enough to believe she would.
After a minute or so I got up and walked up to him. I sat on a
vacant stool next to his while he was busy with the girl. As soon
as he finished talking to her he turned in his seat and bumped
into me.
He was so overwhelmed to see me that it made me laugh. I
apologized about that afternoon and he was cute and friendly.
“My father wanted me to give you a message,” I said. “You
are invited to lunch, dinner, coffee and beer, whatever you would
like whenever you like. I don’t know what you said to him but he
thinks you’re the Messiah.”
“And what does his daughter think of me?” he immediately
asked. I blushed like a little girl and told him I thought he was
okay.
We decided to be friends and he asked me again to the Journey concert. “If we had some time in private, I would tell you
a few things about myself. Maybe then you would understand
why I have to say no,” I explained. Yet, he managed to convince
me to meet him again the next day after school, at Ben’s, in order
to hear all about it.
I felt an urge to touch him. It was uncontrollable and I found
myself offering him my hand. He took it and I led him to Expel’s
table, experiencing new and unfamiliar sensations that tickled
my lower stomach. I thought it had to do with nature giving me
empirical proof to the fact that humans were no different from
animals in their physical quest to mate.
I introduced Roy to everyone around the table and he got
into an interesting conversation with the guys about the future
of their band. I looked at Amanda with a weary look on my face.
She nodded her head in excitement. Maybe I can give myself a
break after all.
As the conversation evolved, we discovered Roy was a
musician who used to be the lead singer and rhythm guitarist of
a rock band in Israel. John offered him to join one of the band’s
rehearsals, as they were on the verge of deciding whether to add
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a singer or to remain instrumental. Playing with him, he hoped,
would help them make a decision.
Roy was a big fan of the band and used to arrive at Ben’s
Place every Wednesday just to watch and hear the band perform.
He said they were in a league of their own and definitely out of
his, but they insisted. It was obvious he was very excited. I was
too.
This guy was unique and for some reason he was very interested in ‘Lisa the Junkie.’
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